WATER  UNDER  THE  BRIDGES
Oxford, used to occupy it when he stayed with his father during the
holidays. It was the winter of 1906, and Harold and I had been to the
theatre to see a Russian version of Sherlock Holmes and had then gone
to bed. About three in the morning I was awakened by Harold knock-
ing at the door of my bedroom. I had become private secretary to the
Ambassador and lived in a small apartment on the opposite side of
the courtyard, round which the Embassy was built, to the private part
of the house. The apartment communicated on one side, through
some waiting-rooms, with the Chancery, and on the other with a pas-
sage leading to the Embassy servants' quarters. Just beyond the Chan-
cery on the Ambassador's private side of the building was the Embassy
main staircase. It was at the door leading to the servants' quarters that
Harold came a-knocking on a very cold and dark winter's night. He
told me that he had clearly heard someone moving about in the
Chancery and opening up the archive presses. He was in a state of
considerable excitement and asked me if I had got a revolver. When
I left for Russia the year before I had been instructed by the Foreign
Office to take a revolver with me, but up till then had never even loaded
it. I did so, not without some difficulty, and put it in the pocket of
my dressing-gown, where fortunately I forgot all about it. In my
excitement, which was not less than Harold's, I also fortunately forgot
a small rubber truncheon which the Japanese Ambassador had given
to Springy for just such an emergency, and which Springy had left
behind with me when he went to Persia.
We then proceeded to advance towards the zone of danger. Being
bigger as well as older than Harold, I led the way, on bare feet in my
case, opening each door very quietly and moving stealthily on to the
next. After passing through two or three rooms in this manner I sud-
denly, in the faint light thrown by a window on the courtyard, glimpsed
in the middle of the next the shadow of an outline of a man. I believe
that I d£/say, "You devil, I've got you"; but I certainly did not say
it in French, as Harold relates. I was far too agitated to speak in any
language but English. Happily I was too excited even to use my fist.
My only idea was, I think, to seize the man by the throat. Anyway,
I shot out my open hand and caught the shadow in the middle of the
chest. In those days I weighed over thirteen stone, and the man went
flying across the room and crashed in a corner of it. I can still remem-
ber the exultation with which I groped after him in the dark until I

